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THE  ELASTIC  STEP 

Why  do  “School”  men  have  an  Elas- 
tic Step?  It  is  not  merely  because  they 
like  dancing  or  that  they  run  good 
dances,  which  everyone  acknowledges 
they  do.  It  is  not  merely  because  they 
are  athletic,  full  of  vigour  and  energy, 
have  an  abundance  of  action  and  en- 
thusiasm. It  must  be  something  more. 

There  is  an  elastic  step  in  learning, 
education,  and  experience,  which  just 
shows  up  in  how  one  does  things,  when 
one  knows  how,  when  one  has  “savoir 
faire”.  It  shows  up  just  as  in  the 
pedestrian  who  knows  where  he  is 
going. 

The  least  discerning  eye  can  observe 
it  as  an  index  to  college  alertness  just 
as  in  the  step  of  the  man  in  the  street. 
The  elastic  step  can  be  regarded  as  the 
principal  indication  of  a nimble  and 
alert  mind.  Observe  the  pre-occupied 
individual  ; his  slow  and  measured  gait 
seems  in  accord  with  that  pre-occupa- 
tion. The  elastic  stepping,  alertly  mov- 
ing man,  whether  on  his  feet  or  with 
his  hands,  indicates  the  quick-thinking, 
brisk,  agile  mind  in  the  same  way. 
Step  and  mental  processes  are  clearly 
in  tune. 

Glance  at  the  man  whose  blithe  spirits 
bubble  over.  How  smartly  he  steps 
out ! What  firmness,  decision,  elasti- 
city is  there ! This  quick  step  is  an 
infectious  thing,  a silent  rebuke  to  those 
whose  ambulations  are'  aimless  and 
leisurely.  It  is  indeed  difficult  to  be 
lazy  or  slothful  when  the  quick-stepping 
person  sets  the  pace.  It  inspires  one  to 
think  and  move  faster. 

You  have  probably  observed  how  a 
marching  band  or  the  merry  lilt  of  a 
street  piano  will  hasten  your  pace,  even 
against  your  will.  You  find  your  steps 
keeping  subconscious  time  to  the  music, 
your  feet  responding,  as  it  were,  to  the 
beat  of  a metronome.  Isn’t  that  the 
Schoolmen?  Isn’t  that  how  they  speed 
up  their  work  and  play?  If  the 
“School”  is  a steady  metronome  which 
quietly  beats  its  own  quick  time  by 
( Continued  on  payc  4) 


RICHARD  HIMBER 


ACCOMMODATION  ARRANGE- 
MENTS AT  SCHOOL  AT-HOME 

Richard  Himber  and  his  Orchestra 
will  play  in  the  Concert  Hall  from 

10.00  p.m.  to  12.00  midnight  and  from 

1.00  to  3.00  a.m. 

Trump  Davidson  and  his  Orchestra 
will  play  in  the  Crystal  Ballroom  from 

9.00  p.m.  to  11.00  p.m.  and  from  12.00 
midnight  to  2.00  a.m. 

The  Concert  Hall  will  be  closed  un- 
til 10.00  p.m.  at  which  time  the  doors 
will  open  and  Richard  Himber  will 
swing  into  his  first  number. 

Punch  will  be  served  throughout  the 
evening  in  the  Crystal  Ballroom. 


Prof. — “Dancing  is  in  my  blood  you 
know.” 

Co-ed — “Then  you  must  have  poor 
circulation,  because  it  has  not  reached 
your  feet  yet.” 

* * * 

Pat — “Who  was  that  lady  I saw  you 
with  last  night?” 

Mike — “A  convent  girl.” 

Pat — “Howzat  ?” 

Mike — “Nun  of  this  and  nun  of  that." 


RICHARD  HIMBER 

“Gather  round  me,  children,  while  I 
tell  a story — ” 

Everything  is  set  to  make  the 
SCHOOL  AT-HOME  the  best  in  his- 
tory. The  decorations  and  programmes 
will  be  just  right  (in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  "every  engineer  is  by  nature  an 
economist”).  There  will  be  lots  of 
room  for  dancing — two  rooms  in  fact, 
and  the  orchestras,  that’s  the  pay-off, 
Trump  Davidson  and  RICHARD 
HIMBER. 

Richard  Himber  comes  to  us  from 
New  York  and  brings  his  inimitable 
“Rhythmic  Pyramids”.  His  orchestra 
will  be  placed  in  “tears”  so  that  all  may 
be  able  to  see  the  entire  band — and 
there  are  fourteen  musicians.  Those  of 
you  that  have  heard  the  recordings 
played  in  the  Engineering  Building  at 
noons  need  no  further  proof  of  Him- 
ber’s  ability  as  a band  leader,  some  of 
you  too,  may  have  heard  Himber’s 
music  over  local  radio  stations  (for 
which  we  thank  them). 

Reviewing  Himber’s  musical  history 
we  find  that  he  has  been  a band  leader 
since  he  was  fourteen  years  of  age — 
for  fourteen  years.  During  his  career, 
he  has  managed  Rudy  Vallee’s  units, 
conducted  the  Studebaker  Hour  for  two 
years,  and  conducted  the  Hit  Parade. 
His  style  “Rhythmic  Pyramids”  is  a re- 
cent development  of  his  own,  and  is 
attained  by  having  each  brass  instru- 
ment, successively,  pick  up  a note  in  a 
chord, — hence  the  pyramiding  effect. 

All  in  all,  we  feel  that  the  SCHOOL 
AT-HOME  is  going  to  contribute  to 
the  maddest,  merriest  day  of  all  the 
glad  New  Year,  and  that  no  Schoolman 
should  miss  it.  It  is  the  At-Home  of 
the  year  on  the  campus. 

We  hope  that  you  get  your  ticket 
before  the  allotted  number  have  been 
sold. 


A census  is  a man  that  goes  from 
house  to  house  increasing  the  popula- 
tion. 
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LITERARY  SECTION 

Not  to  be  outdone  by  “The  Varsity”, 
which  publishes  in  its  Christmas  issue 
what  is  purported  to  be  literature, 
Toike  Oike  unfolds  to  a waiting  pub- 
lic for  the  first  time  the  work  of  Mor- 
timer Murgatroyd  which  won  first  prize 
in  the  contest  recently  held  by  this 
paper  to  uncover  hidden  talent  in 
Schoolmen.  As  you  will  see,  none  has 
been  uncovered. 

Critics  are  enthusiastic  about  this  new 
addition  to  the  literature  of  the  lan- 
guage, as  is  shown  in  the  following 
quotations : 

The  Stir: — “.  . . a truly  great  work. 
To  be  ranked  highly,  since  it  is  highly 
rank  ...” 

The  Epigram : — “.  . . The  author  suc- 
ceeds with  commendable  skill  in  dis- 
pelling gloom  and  misspelling  English.” 

The  Mope  and  Wail : — “Such  figures 
of  speech  ! Such  onomatopoiea  ! Such 
cryptic  crap !” 

The  Clarion: — “.  . . FELLOW 

WORKERS  1 ! . . .” 

So  without  further  ado  we  present : 

LOST  IN  THE  CATACOMBS 

(by  Mortimer  Murgatroyd ) 

Shades  of  night  were  gathering  on 
the  campus,  and  the  afterwork  hub- 
bub of  traffic  had  subsided  to  the  eve- 
ning hush.  A faint  but  potent  aroma 
was  wafted  on  the  breeze  which  blew 
gently  from  the  northeast.  As  Hart 
House  clock  tolled  5.30  p.m.,  a lone 
student  trudged  across  the  rutted  and 
frozen  soccer  field  towards  College 
Street.  His  face,  illuminated  briefly  as 
he  passed  the  dim  lamp  in  the  circle  at 
the  south  end,  showed  a deep  concern 
and  anxiety  not  to  be  connected  with 
the  heavy  load  of  books  in  his  bulging 
briefcase. 

Looking  upwards  to  his  left,  he  saw 
the  massive  pile  of  the  Engineering 
Building,  its  upper  windows  still  bril- 
liantly illuminated.  He  strode  along 
the  sidewalk  beside  it,  and  as  he  reached 
the  driveway  he  hesitated,  then  turned 
quickly  and  hastened  up  the  drive.  At 
the  door  he  paused,  as  though  to  gain 
courage,  for  he  was  an  Arts  student. 
His  hand  went  to  his  tie,  but  he  de- 
cided that  the  worn  inscription  on  the 


wall  was  not  for  him,  so  restraining  the 
impulse,  he  entered. 

Light  and  heat  burst  upon  him  simul- 
taneously, and  he  stood  for  a moment 
blinking,  but  finally  turned  and  descend- 
ed the  rickety  stairs.  Worn  and  groan- 
ing with  age.  they  protested  his  every 
step,  and  he  began  to  feel  slightly  guiltv 
about  disturbing  them  at  this  late  hour, 
but  necessity  spurred  him  on  and  he 
finally  reached  the  bottom. 

Proceeding  along  the  low,  ugly  hall 
he  approached  a door  from  which  issued 
guttural,  slurred  barks  and  wheezes, 
followed  frequently  by  ominous  clicks 
of  steel  on  stone.  Cautiously  he  enter- 
ed. Just  as  he  turned  the  corner  -i 
sharp  command  rang  out  and  he  faced 
a menacing  column  of  cold  steel — a row 
of  fixed  bayonets  all  pointed  at  Ins 
chest.  Mentally  skewered  to  the  spot, 
it  was  some  moments  before  he  could 
beat  a retreat,  but  the  swell  of  laughter 
from  the  khaki  forms  behind  the  un- 
wavering weapons  broke  the  spell,  and 
he  fled. 

Retracing  his  steps  to  the  bottom  of 
the  stairs,  he  turned  right  down  a short 
and  dimly-lit  hall,  pausing  at  a door 
slightly  ajar  through  which  coursed 
bright,  welcoming  light.  Just  as  he 
was  about  to  enter,  he  was  stricken 
squarely  in  the  ears  by  a fanfare  of 
bugles  and  an  ear-splitting  drum  roll. 
Dazed  by  the  din,  he  did  not  recognize, 
nor  could  he  be  expected  to  recognize, 
the  Band  playing  Colonel  Bogey. 

Returning  to  his  base  camp  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  he  again  started  out 
desperately,  this  time  proceeding  through 
a narrow  tunnel  under  the  stairs.  He 
picked  his  way  carefully  through  this 
coffin-like  passage,  cowering  beneath  the 
glare  of  the  naked  bulbs  which  eyed 
him  from  their  niches  along  the  wall. 
The  tunnel  took  a left  turn  and  he  de- 
scended still  further  down  a long, 
gently-sloping  ramp.  The  lights  be- 
came fewer  and  he  entered  upon  a room 
absolutely  dark  and  incredibly  silent. 
Only  the  steady  chirp  of  water  dripping 
in  an  unseen  corner  broke  the  stillness. 

Casting  about  desperately  for  the  ob- 
ject of  his  search,  he  retraced  his  steps 
up  the  ramp  and  turned  left  through 
the  open  door.  His  heart  beat  faster, 
his  pace  quickened,  for  he  was  at  the 
end  of  his  quest ! There  at  the  end  of 
the  hall  was  an  ancient  and  battered 
door,  and  in  worn  and  faded  white  let- 
ters there  appeared  on  the  upper  panels 
the  epic  inscription:  "MEN”. 

T.  L.  Cooke. 

Barber — Did  you  use  ketchup  for 
lunch  ? 

Patient — No. 

Barber — Then  I guess  I cut  your 
throat. 


SPORTOIKE 

The  first  item  on  the  Sportoike  pro- 
gramme lads,  is  to  hie  over  to  Syd 
Silver’s  and  grab  tails  before  the  rush 
starts,  that  is,  assuming  you  have  al- 
ready grabbed  yourself  a Her.  Tip — be 
sure  that  the  hip  pocket  is  big  enough 
for  your  individual  needs. 

The  Hockey  season  got  off  with  a 
bang.  Several  Schoolmen  took  the  trip 
to  California ; Ross  and  Callon  were 
the  lucky  ones  and  Jack  Simpson,  the 
bruising  defenceman,  got  in  on  the  trip 
to  Rye  and  points  east.  The  closest  we 
ever  came  to  Rye  was  ...  oh  well, 
this  is  my  night  to  dream. 

Senior  School  and  Meds  put  up  a 
grim,  fast  battle  with  School  coming  out 
on  top  2-1 ; the  only  catch  being  that 
after  the  boys  sorted  themselves  out  of 
the  debris  they  discovered  that  they 
weren’t  in  the  same  group.  It  was  a 
good  tune-up  though,  and  School  should 
have  a mightly  fine  bunch  of  pucksters 
in  this  team.  Junior  School,  led  by 
Dave  Creighton,  looks  to  be  in  for  a 
swell  season. 

School  is  sure  to  pull  in  plenty  of 
points  from  Basketball.  Four  teams 
are  entered  and  they  all  look  mighty 
good.  Seniors  lost  their  first  game  but 
they  uncovered  a star  in  Bruce  Ballagh 
who  will  sink  many  a basket  this  sea- 
son. The  Juniors  have  a smooth- work- 
ing outfit  that  should  go  a long  way. 

Junior  School’s  victory  in  the  As- 
sault last  fall  with  Currie  taking  both 
light-heavy  and  heavy  titles  is  ancient 
history.  The  Seniors  are  now  just 
waiting  for  the  Senior  Assault  in  Feb- 
ruary with  Jock  Pigott  being  expected 
to  spark  the  team  to  another  win. 

The  Senior  Waterpolo  Team  is  com- 
posed of  the  classy  Juniors  of  two  years 
ago  and  they  will  really  travel  this 
year. 

Baseball  is  getting  under  way  with 
the  Juniors  showing  the  way  with  a 
15-5  win  from  U.C.,  and  Jan.  28th  will 
be  a big  night  for  the  swimmers  with 
the  Senior  meet  coming  off. 

School  is  starting  the  home  stretch 
with  a 300  point  lead  over  Wycliffe  in 
the  Intramural  standing  but  she  will 
have  to  fight  hard  to  retain  the  old 
Championship.  Com’on  School. 


He — "I've  got  my  Indian  underwear 
on  again.” 

She — “What  do  you  mean?” 

He — "It  keeps  creeping  up  on  me." 

* * * 

The  difference  between  a king  and  a 
• president  is  that  the  king  is  the  son  of 
his  father,  but  a president  isn't. 

* * * 

Quartz  is  the  name  for  two  pints. 
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HURRY ! 

THERE  ARE  ONLY  A FEW 
TICKETS  LEFT  MEN 


— OOL  AT-HOME  SCHOOL  AT-HOME  SCHOOL?  AT -[HOME  SCH- 
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Who  is  this  sinister  character? 

Is  this  that  Werewolf,  the  Date  Bur- 
eau Operator? 

Could  it  be  the  disguise  A.  Cat  will 
adopt  to  crash  the  School  At-Home? 

These  and  a thousand  other  unans- 
wered and  unanswerable  questions 
spring  to  our  minds  (?)  as  we  gaze 
upon  the  awful  hideousness  of  this  To- 
ronto’s Last  Gangster ; the  depravity, 
the  wantonness,  the  bitter  sardonic 
twist  of  the  lips,  the  small  pig-like  eyes, 
the  smugness  of  the  whole  countenance 
are  all  borne  in  upon  us,  as  with  dis- 
gust and  loathing  we  turn  away  from 
Toronto’s  Last  Gangster. 

And  now  for  the  most  startling  news 
of  the  Century : The  Exposure  of  the 
Mammoth  International  Plot,  which 
threatens  to  shake  our  civilization  to  its 
foundations,  nay,  even  to  destroy  those 
foundations. 

We  have  definite  information  from 
"usually  reliable  sources”  that  the  Ges- 
tapo, the  OGPU,  the  G men,  and  the 
City  of  Toronto  Police  are  linked  up 
in  this  plot  (and  Boy,  we  should  know, 
we’ve  had  ’em  all  on  our  tail  at  one 
time  or  another).  I refer  to  that  now 
notorious  Case  No.  6%:  The  Case  of 
the  Date  Bureau  Operator  or  The  Van- 
ishing Co-eds.  The  evidence,  as  damn- 
ing as  it  is  conclusive,  will  be  presented 
below  : 

“Lissen,  dere’s  a guy  called  Richard 
Himber,  SEE,  and  he’s  gotta  hand, 
SEE,  and  he’s  coinin’  up  to  the  Royal 
York  on  the  20th.  SEE?,  and  he’s 
gonna  play  for  the  School  At-Home, 
which  is  gonna  be  the  Hottsy  Tottsiest 
Affair  on  the  Campus — so  help  me. — 
Sorry,  the  Director  of  Propaganda 
made  us  do  it,  but  we’ll  be  there  with 
bells  on,  yea  Big  Bells. 

The  Exposure  of  the  Date  Bureau, 


Case  No.  6%  will  rock  the  nation  on 
Feb.  17th,  at  Skule  Nite  and  besides, 
we  just  found  a bottle  of  what  used  to 
be  cider  (about  4 years  ago)  and  so  it 
is  our  duty  to  round  up  the  Date  Bureau 
Operator  and  destroy  the  evidence  /-so 
help  me — 

A/C  Inc. 


HIMBER  OIKE 

“Well  you  see  it  was  dis  way  Judge, 
dare  was  me  minden  me  own  business 
and  hurtin  nobody.  I aint  saying  I did't 
have  no  trumpet  on  me,  but  I gotta 
carry  the  hot  rod  or  go  corny.  Well 
as  I ses  dare  was  me,  just  standin  on 
de  street  cornor,  when  dis  guy  ups  to 
me  and  starts  shellin  corn  with  a licker- 
ish stick.  Well  seein  as  how  I aint 
doin  nuthin  I joins  him  and  we  did  a 
tear  down  and  ripped  a rug.  After  that 
we  began  to  rock  it  good  and  you 
shoulda  seen  those  aligators  jive,  they 
was  poppin  corn  and  peckin  noses  when 
this  other  guy  charmed  his  snake  up  to 
a high  C.  Well  that  finished  the  cats, 
there  they  was  rump  rollin  and  pin 
splitin  in  the  gutter.  Well  when  this 
here  cop  came  along  and  seen  all  them 
pleated  wort  hogs  ant  eatin,  he  tells 
us  to  put  back  the  corn  shells  and  do 
a bunk.  Well  the  swing  cats  don’t  like 
this  none  and  set  up  a squack  and  the 
other  guy  takes  a powder.  I was  doin 
the  same  when  the  cop  hooks  on  to  my 
puss  and  I goes  out.  Honest  Judge  I 
aint  no  jail  bird  I’m  just  jitter  bug  and 
if  you  set  me  rock  smashin  how  can  I 
rake  it  for  Dick  Himber  at  the  At- 
Home  next  Friday.” 

Such  was  the  sad  plea  of  a swing 
addict,  needless  to  say  he  was  acquitted 
and  the  Judge  bought  four  tickets  to 
the  At-Home.  Moral— COME  TO 
THE  SCHOOL-AT-HOME! 


The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting 
day, 

The  line  of  cars  winds  briskly  o’er  the 
lee, 

A pedestrian  plods  his  absent  minded 
way, 

And  leaves  the  world — quite  unex- 
pectedly. 

* * * 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
While  all  the  others  fled. 

The  crazy  darn  fool  should  have  had 
his  head  read. 

* * * 

Mary,  Alary  quite  contrary, 

How  does  your  garden  grow, 

Dingle  bells  and  cockle  shells. 

And  one  goll  dang  Petunia. 


THE  ELASTIC  STEP 

( Continued  from  page  1) 

means  of  its  staff  and  student  organiza- 
tion, then  why  should  not  the  young 
men  of  this  Faculty  step  out  with  their 
firm,  smart,  elastic  step,  just  keeping 
time — time  a bit  faster  than  those  who 
may  be  marching  on  the  next  street? 
Those  of  you  who  have  had  some  mili- 
tary training  will  know  what  this  means 
when  you  march  behind  the  University 
band. 

Just  because  the  men  of  this  Faculty 
have  this  elastic  step,  this  traditional 
old  “School”  quick-step,  they  can  do 
things  quicker  and  a bit  better,  go  far- 
ther and  see  more  than  others.  That 
is  why  their  student  activities  are  al- 
ways well  managed,  are  up  to  time  and 
click.  That  is  why  their  functions  are 
always  popular  and  that  is  why  next 
Friday’s  At-Home  will  be  “the  event 
of  the  season"  around  the  University. 
There  will  be  elastic  steps,  and  plenty 
of  them ; perhaps  the  Argentina, 
Carioca,  Fox  Trot,  Lambeth  Walk, 
Paul  Jones,  and  Rye  Waltz. 

Some  one,  not  of  "School",  when 
looking  at  our  Calendar  or  the  Time- 
Table.  may  say  “Oh!  well,  why  not. 
they  are  taught  Elasticity  and  that  sort 
of  thing  in  their  curriculum.”  Yes,  of 
course ! But  it  is  all  a part  of  this 
place,  of  the  “Spirit  of  School” : — 
Elasticity,  absence  of  Rigidity,  a pro- 
cess of  give  and  take,  helpfulness  by 
being  elastic  and  considerate  of  every- 
one. Of  course  the  Calendar  itself  does 
not  tell  about  those  things.  These  just 
come  along  in  the  Schoolman’s  stride. 
His  scientific  pursuits  help,  though,  in 
just  the  same  way.  He  really  does  live 
with  elastic  things  in  the  curriculum : — 
Applied  Elasticity 
Catalysis 
Elastic  Limit 
Heat  Engines 
Heat  Treatment 
Magnetism 
Modelling 
Photo  Elasticity 
Vibration  Engineering- 
Wave  Alotion  in  Elastic  Aledia 
Well ! After  all,  that  is  what  we 
eleven  hundred  people — staff  and  stu- 
dents— are  here  for.  That  is  why  we 
develop  and  practise  the  Elastic  Step. 
That  is  how  we  learn  to  accommodate 
ourselves  to  things  and  people. 

C.  H.  Mitchell. 

Deal  i. 

16th  January,  1939. 


“Do  you  still  get  up  with  a grouch 
in  the  morning?” 

“No — I divoitcd  her.” 

' * * 

An  octopus  i:<  an  eight-sided  cat. 


SPECIAL  EDITION 

TOIKE 

TOIKE  OIKE,  TOIKE  OIKE,  OLLUM  TE  CHOLLUM  TE  CHAY, 
SCHOOL  OF  SCIENCE,  SCHOOL  OF  SCIENCE,  HURRAY,  HURRAY,  HURRAY. 


SCHOOL  AT-HOME 
JANUARY  20th,  1939 

Richard  Himber 
and  His  Orchestra 

also 

TRUMP  DAVIDSON 

and  His  Orchestra 

CONVENTION  FLOOR,  ROYAL  YORK  HOTEL 

Dancing  9-3  a.m. 

*4.00  per  couple 


t-9  ©nisni 


